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The other day I was sorting through a box of
old books at our house, getting ready to discard
them or give them away, when I came across a
couple of books of fairy tales—battered and falling apart at the seams—real relics. And I started
to leaf through them, page after worn page, and
I came across quite a few old and dear friends—
I found Snow White and Rose Red again, in their
aproned frocks; the Man Who Couldn’t Shudder
came out again — remember how he finally
learned? and Rapunzel with her long golden hair
—I used to wonder whether it hurt her to have

Incidentally < ..

that Prince in his heavy cloak and sword come
climbing hand over hand up her hair to her
window—and I once pulled experimentally at my
own hair and hastily decided that if he ever
tried that with me, I’d just as soon he came in
the front door. And the trolls who lived under
bridges in the Norwegian tales—there were no pictures of trolls in our books and I couldn’t at all
imagine what they must look like but remember
that I finally came to the unexplainable conclusion that they consisted only of enormous oldmen’s heads with trailing beards and long, bony
feet—no arms, nothing else, just feet. And the
Arabian Nights’ tales were there, too—and dear,
dashing Sinbad whom I admired enormously because of his unfailing calm in very bad situation — even when being carted off over the
mountains in the claws of that huge bird. And
Morgiana who was smart enough to pour boiling
oil over every thief in those jars—now there was
a woman for you! —and the only thing that
ever bothered me about that story was the quiet
of all those thieves when she went from jar to
jar and dispatched them. I mean—if somebody
came at me with a pan of boiling oil, I think I’d
raise the roof — ? And, of course, Ali Baba,
whom Morgiana helped with her boiling oil—
and all that treasure of gold and diamonds and

rubies and emeralds—I had no idea what these
looked like, but from the descriptions in the tale

I had some sort of idea they must be very much
like the red and green “stones’’ you sometimes
see around the edges of highway signs and on
the rear bumpers of the older makes of cars...
Children who have never had fairy tales read
to them are being cheated of a precious heritage:
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Incidentally ...

the gift of imagination. Nowadays they diagram
and color outline everything for you in these
big, shiny, dizzily colored children’s picture and
story books, and the poor kids never have a
chance to try out their mental muscles. And
everything is so modern and mechanical! —the
blue lamp of the Little Soldier is an electric light
now and there aren’t any witches on broomsticks, just rockets—and any half-pint Einstein
will tell you today that the dragons of yesterday
were probably just left-over specimens of some
branch of the salamander family — and the
bridges are so shiny and gleaming and humming
with wires that no troll in his right mind would
set up housekeeping beneath them.
I’ve changed my mind about getting rid of the
fairy tale books. Think Ill keep them awhile
Yeu ..-

And then, of course, there’s Concept.
Only rarely does a college literary magazine
achieve the good fortune of acquiring for itself
a body of readers of such maturity and intelligence as to permit a venture such as that made
in this edition of Concept: the presentation of an
art section featuring sculpture. In these pieces
selected with utmost care and done in black-andwhite photographs of startling drama, Concept
has managed to present a representative cross
section of the wide range of expression achievable by the mind and hands of the sculptors—
from the simplicity of conventional techniques
focussing on the beauty of the human face and
on the quiet grace of the most magnificently
beautiful of the Creator’s material accomplishments: the human body; through more modern
techniques which seek to present emotion rather
than form; to the highest of abstract techniques

A large and friendly welcome goes to the
flock of new writers whose stories appear for
the first time in this issue. Check Marilyn Freeman’s sensitive and wistful Hagle Street, and
Anita Amato’s Felipe’s Children, whose style
reads as delicately as a translation from the
Spanish. Then have a look at an altogether dif-

which strive to bring out essence and line, motion and flight, and contrasts of circle against
line.
So here we are—down to the final issue of
the year. It’s wecome-to-the-new-editor time, and
desk-cleaning-out time, and bulletin-board-clear-

ious but thought-provoking story, The Magnificent Kelly Campaign, by Exponent’s new editor-

ing time, and last-minute-studying-to-do time,
and saying-goodbye time, all in one. In a way,
the students from out of town have it all over
us natives. Are there many things in college life
more exciting than the sight of trunks, suitcases,
books and tennis racquets stacked beside a car

to-be, Filomena Vacchiano.
Again we have an entire section devoted to

parked with all its doors wide open outside the
dorm on a sunny first-of-June morning? Part of

ferent type of story: William Banchy’s Naval Intrigue (brought on by a four-year tour of duty
in the Navy by the author). There’s also a hilar-

poetry, including a brand-new spring crop of

the best fun of college is going home for the

poets. Among them is Statue of Liberty: 1960 by
James Lauricella, a striking and deeply thought-

summer every year.

ful poem.
You’ve heard of co-authors of a piece, as

finals and have a nice trip home and enjoy the
summer and come back tanned and ready for
another year.
And take along an Exponent.

many as three of them. But how about fifteen
co-authors of one piece? Incredible? Not at all.
Have a look at the prose feature of the month:

Journal.

Well, that about winds it up. Pass all your

See you in the fall.

Therese Geis

by

WILLIAM BANCHY

Ron andI really have quite a lot in common
when you get right down to it. Ronald C. Baker

really threw us together was our mutual love
for beer. Some guys keep a picture of Mom or

is a Yeoman Third Class in the United States
Navy; I am a Yeoman Third Class in the same

of a favorite movie actress taped to the inside

navy; and we are both stationed on the United
States Ship DIPHDA, which is a shaky old

the first thing I see is a beautiful full-page, fivecolor, life-size Budweiser ad, clipped from an

barge composed of a few inaccurate guns, some
two hundred crew members, and a hodge-podge

old issue of the Saturday Evening Post. Baker,
being an imaginative individual and having

of metal plates held together by rust and paint,

somewhat of a flair for the unusual, did alittle

the whole bearing the rather impressive title
of Auxiliary Amphibious Attack Cargo Ship

fast talking to the ship’s metalsmith and now
owns the only locker in the fleet with an in-

Number Fifty-Nine. We both bear an irrational
dislike for naval officers in general, but in par-

terior done in bottle caps spelling out the first
five verses of Anchors Aweigh.

ticular for one Lieutenant Gregory G. Graf III,
whose duties include the job of Damage Control

There is no more pathetic sight in this whole
world than Baker and me hanging over the gun-

Officer, Assistant First Lieutenant, Occasicnal
Officer of the Deck, and Officer in Charge of

wales of the ship, our tongues black and swollen
after being deprived of beer for the two agonizing weeks of a Pacific crossing, waiting for the
line handling parties to finish tying up the ship

Making Life Difficult for Baker and Banchy.
The two of us like to play poker, and, I might

of their locker doors. When I open my locker,

add, as most of the crew can testify, we’re pretty

so we can get ashore to the local beer garden

good at it. For instance, last night we had a
friendly little game in the radar room and among

before we die of thirst. There can be no doubt

of $362.48, two Hamilton wrist watches, one set

about it—we like beer.
Well, to get on with the story, it was midsummer of last year, the sun was at perihelion,

of tailor-made dress blues, thirteen San Fran-

and the DIPHDA had just pulled into the Naval

cisco telephone numbers, and a note from the
chief cook saying that we can have any kind
of chow we like at any hour of the day or night

Supply Depot in Oakland, California, after a
grueling three months in the waters of the Far
East. We had been fourteen days coming from

for the next two months. But the thing that

Japan and we were thirsty as—well, we were

other things Ron and I became the new owners

thirsty.
After convincing the Personnel Officer that

hidden them in his desk drawer under a stack

our presence was urgently required at the bed-

a surprise inspection would be forthcoming in

side of a dying friend across the Bay in Frisco,
we got our liberty cards and were across the

about ten minutes.
Quick as a flash my agile brain had cooked

gangway and headed for the Top Hat Club as
the last lines were being made fast to the dock.

up a scheme. I loaded the precious cans into a
small ditty bag, tied it securely at the top, and

We grabbed the first bus for S.F. and made

lowered it out of the office porthole on a long,

it across the Bay Bridge at what seemed like
a snail’s pace and flagged a taxi when we got

of old fuel reports when we got the word that

strong nylon line until it touched the water

to the other side. We walked into the Top Hat,

some sixty feet below and then tied the other
end to a brass fitting on the port with a bowl-

looking like a couple of prospectors crawling

ing knot that would have made my boot-camp

out of Death Valley, sat down at the bar, and
through parched lips, managed to gasp out the

spection slick as a whistle and I was feeling

word, “‘Beer!’’ Max, the bartender, being a kindly

pretty smug about the whole deal when I re-

and wise soul, perceived our sad condition, and
at once brought forth two huge, frosty, foaming
fishbowls of a beautiful amber brew. After five
or six of these schooners, we had washed enough

membered that the ship was cruising along at

chief glow with pride. We got through the in-

a steady clip of sixteen knots. As soon as the

of the trail dust out of our throats so that we

inspecting officer left, I locked the door and
rushed to the port to haul in our precious cargo.
The line was sickeningly slack and my heart

could speak coherently. Finally, pausing between
gulps and wiping the foam from his mouth, Ron

sank as I pulled it in. All we had left of our
precious suds was a canvas bag with the bottom

turned to me and said, “If I have to go through

ripped out and a sick, bottomless thirst. Baker,

another two weeks without a beer on that rust

remembering the heartbreaking ordeal, grimaced

bucket, I will certainly go batty! It is bad
enough we have to spend two weeks straight on

and went back to his beer. ‘Well,’ I said, defending myself, “your suggestion to the Engi-

that tin tub with nothing but ocean for miles
around without we should also be deprived of
our beer. Someday a great naval hero will spring

neering Officer that we have a refrigerator in-

up out of our midst and convince the Bureau
of Naval Personnel that ali Navy ships should

stalled in the Ship’s Office so the Personnel
Officer could have fresh cream for his coffee
wasn’t exactly the world’s greatest brainstorm.”
We

sat

and

sulked,

finished

our beer,

and

bers.” “Huzzah!” agreed I. Pretty soon, since
Max was not a slow man on the refills, Baker

ordered two fresh ones. ‘‘You know, Baker, ole
buddio, we ship out for Sukiyaki-land again in
eight more days, and if we don’t figure a way

was no longer coldly rational and I was not
far behind him. I had been getting myself some

to take a quantity of this liquid joy along with
us, I am going over the hill.” Baker, having

cigarettes while Baker was purchasing a case
of beer from Max and preparing to transport
it back to the ship. I came out just in time to
see his swaying form, beer and all, disappearing

some difficulty breathing with his nose in his
beer, gurgled assent. I cogitated further, but the
brew had addled my brains almost beyond use-

through the door.Having somewhat steadier legs

Baker up on his feet, aimed him at the door,
and steered him back to the ship. After five

carry a daily ration of suds for its crew mem-

and a clearer head, I grabbed his arm and
directed him back to his seat, reminding him
that our Executive Officer, Commander “Un-

fulness, so along about 2 in the A.M. I propped

rather raucous choruses of “Indian Love Call,”

touchable” Carl Nation, a blood relative of that

I got him into his sack where he promptly passed
out, uniform and all.

terrible terror of the taverns, Carrie Nation,
distinctly frowned on—downright disapproved
of—the idea of the DIPHDA’s crew imbibing

Next morning I awoke to the beautiful
strains of the boatswain’s whistle and the call
of “Reveille! Reveille! Up all hands!” After

alcoholic beverages on board ship. We ordered

downing a couple of Alka Seltzers, I made
muster and went down to the Ship’s Office to
bat out a couple of overdue personnel reports
I had been meaning to do for a week. I un-

two more beers and I refreshed Ron’s memory
as to the fate of the last few cans of suds that
we had been able to smuggle aboard. Ron had
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locked the filing cabinets (there were four of

the next couple of weeks and we made ready

them, each five drawers high) and opened the

to sail. Ron and I were feeling pretty cheerful

bottom drawer of the first one to get out some
carbon paper. I guess I must have had one too

as we

many the night before, because when I pulled
the drawer out I staggered backwards and fell
flat on my back with the drawer in my lap and
papers flying all over the office. I checked myself for broken bones and, finding none, started
to get up, when I saw it. There, where the

bottom drawer had been in the filing cabinet,
was about 12 inches of free space below the
regular deck level which had been concealed by
the drawer. I hurriedly checked the other three
bottom drawers and found the same thing in
every one. Boy, there was enough room there

manned our

Special Sea Details

and

steamed out under the Golden Gate.
The first day out, Baker and I were model
sailors. We worked like a couple of beavers,
performed no monkeyshines, and got three days
ahead on our work. Graf, rather perplexed by
our unorthodox behavior, ordered us to report
to the Sick Bay for examination. When the Doc
had checked us over and found nothing wrong,
we went back to work and left the lieutenant
sitting in the Doc’s office with a worried expression on his face, biting his nails.
That night, after ship’s work had knocked
off and we had chowed down, everyone went

to store about four cases of beer! And nobody
would ever find it! I hurried down the passage-

up on deck to watch the nightly movie, “Head

way to the Supply Office to tell Baker the good
news and found him draped over his desk saw-

everyone, that is, except Baker and me. We
smuggled a generous portion of our hoarded beer

ing logs. When I told him what I had found,

down to one of the storage lockers, broke out a

he exclaimed, ‘“‘Pnnf!”’ and went back to sleep.

deck of cards, and settled down for a pleasant
evening. All went well, and the next night we

So I shook him again, repeated the news, and
this time he got the message. For the next week,
Ron and I shuttled back and forth several times
daily between Oakland and the ship under the
eyes of a curious but stupid Quarterdeck watch.
On each trip we carried a couple of cans of lager
artfully concealed beneath our peacoats. Before
long we had cached enough to see us through

"Em Off at the Pass,” starring Bob Steele—

got a little bolder and held the party in the
Ship’s Office. After one beer apiece, we both
noticed that something was missing. “This is
the life, Banchy,” said Ron, as he cracked two
more cans. “But warm beer definitely does not
cheer the palate with the same pleasurable sensation as a can of the same beer which has been
chilled to a frosty cold goodness.” “Agreed!” I
added. “I have been meditating all day as to
what we could do to alleviate this deplorable
situation, but to no avail. There is no way to
refrigerate our beer without giving our little
scheme away. Let us be content with our bird
in the hand.” Just then, the P.A. loudspeaker
cheerily called out, “Taps!’’ and we decided to
call it a night. Baker said good-night and I
tossed the incriminating evidence out the porthole, committing it to a watery reward with
Davey Jones. I locked up the office and started
for the ladder to go below decks when I smelled

smoke. I looked around in the semi-darkness
and located the source. Some idiot had flipped
a cigarette butt in the gear locker and it had
landed in a bunch of mops and started them

smoldering. I grabbed a CO2 extinguisher from
its rack on the bulkhead and started spraying

a
Graf caught us with the goods red-handed.

the smoking mess. I got the thing under control
and was going to replace the extinguisher and
go up to the bridge to report the incident when

6
I noticed that the horn of the extinguisher where
the gas comes out was covered with white stuff.
I touched it and quickly drew back my finger. It
burned me. Burned! That thing was cold! Colder
than a well-digger’s knee. That white stuff was
frost! Experimentally I aimed the extinguisher
at a bucket with a little water in the bottom
of it and started spraying. In a few seconds the

Ou Net Conforming

te Nou-Conformity

water started turning to slush. Shades of T. A.
Edison! Here in my own two hands I was holding a portable refrigerator that would cool my
beer in a few seconds! I reported the fire and
went below to hit the sack.
For the next several nights, everything went
smoothly.

Finally, however,

Lieutenant Graf,

with the help of his remarkably keen olfactory
sense, started suspecting that something was

The beatnik ponders in a tongue
That history’s praise has always sung.
If he wishes to depart
From the present’s past and start
His own world, why doesn’t he compose
A language none of his cronies knows?

definitely putrefying in one of the Scandinavian
countries. He had received reports on eleven

By SHARON FREEMAN

small fires in four days, all of which had been
mysteriously discovered and extinguished by
Baker or myself, with the aid of a handy CO2
bottle. That night as we prepared for our little
soiree, Graf had the watch on the bridge. We
didn’t know it but he was sure we were up to
something and he was determined to make us
pay the piper for all the anxiety we had caused
him.
Baker and I had the last of our beer in a

Lines

bucket and I started out of the office very cautiously to procure a fire extinguisher. When I
came back with it, Graf had his beady eyes on
me from a dark corner, and although I didn’t
know it, I was dead. We locked the door and
started the cooling process when Graf used his
master key in a most unsportsmanlike fashion,
jumped in the door, and caught us with the
goods red-handed. I tried to convince him that
we had discovered the beer burning and we
were trying to put it out, but he wasn’t having
any of that.
So here we are. Baker and Banchy, ex-Petty
Officers Third Class, three days out of Sasebo,
Japan, confined to the brig. The shame of it all!
I don’t mind being restricted to the ship for

three months; I didn’t mind when they busted
me to seaman recruit; I didn’t even blame Baker
too much for punching me in the nose; but

when I think of how those officers must have
enjoyed my beer in their lousy wardroom
—
that’s just too damn much!

I contemplate Thy wounds of whips and nails,
The torture of Thy fair humanity,
And pity racks me for Thy human pain
Until my soul confronts reality—
That I am guilty of this monstrous crime!—
That I have dared to place my finite will
Athwart Thy Will in pride, and on this cross
In endless pain I crucify Thee still!
O God, O God, this is my joyous cross—
That I—whose crimes torment Thee with such
pain—

I yet may know the agonizing joy
Of being so loved by Thee Whom I have slain.

By NADA MORGAN

Pines
I
Pines belong in cemeteries, more so than oaks or maples
Or even that tree of the dead, the yew.
They stand among the mute headstones, they tower over the
gravel paths,
They move their thin, knobby arms gropingly in the sunshine
and twine and lock arms, holding fast to each other,
And their tassel-needles droop and shimmer and make
ink-lines of shadow on the grass,
And at night they wait and wait, and stir and shift and sigh,
And they whisper together in the dark, and trail the moonlight
through their thin fingers...
What do they talk about, there in the dark, among the graves?

II
Pines are waiting trees.
When the earth cooled and dried and the first things stirred
to life, then the pines were young, pushing up
through the crust, reaching up to the young sun—
But now they’re old trees,
Old and old and old, and waiting ...
Pines know the graves when they’re raw and gaping, when
they’re new-torn slashes of wounds in the earth—
Pines know the graves when they’re healed over with scabs
of new grass, when they’re old and quiet scars—
Pines watch war and hear cannon and smell powder and feel
feet of panic and fright and death running over their roots—
And they know. They know how it really is.
It’s all the same to them: war and death and life and war
and death again
And men coming and going and coming at last to this quiet place
where nothing matters but the waiting—waiting and waiting.
Pines are waiting trees
And time is nothing to them.
They know why they wait and wait and wait
And whisper together in the night and trail the moonlight
through their thin fingers...
What do they talk about, there in the dark, among the graves?

By THERESE GEIS

Why De Men Kuow Se
Much in Barter Shops?
‘What do men talk about in barber shops?
I heard of planting grass while the
brown boy shined my shoes.

Sing, My Heart

“Yes suh, yes suh.”
Why do men know so much in barber shops?
They talk of moon-shots, politics,
what they would do if they were president,
and of inflation.
Only men in barber shops
feel the razor against the strap
smell the tonics
and lotions

They say that life is shadow, with substance
wove of dreams,
That dreams are empty longing
And longing empty hope,
That love is dead
That joy will be no more,
That peace is for the buried.

and lilac water.
Look in the mirror.
Why do men know so much in barber shops?

‘But

By MALCOLM BERKO

sing, my heart,
burning,

of rapture

strong

and

For in the sighs of longing men
Delight is born anew.
Can spring be killed if one rose fails to bloom?
Or love called dead if be one lover lost?
They cannot quell our hungering
Who stifle hope and love;
Men dwell in heaven’s shadow
Who in their trembling hands
Hold brightness, peace, and comfort
As angels’ gifts to soothe.
Sing, my heart, though darkness may contain

Snowfall
The snow glides down
With a sighing sound
On the wings of a mourning dove.

you,
And tears play out sweet melody.
And cries make soft your song.
Who sleep with grief and sorrow
Make pillows of their woe,
And cannot reach for stars
While dreams lay at their feet.

It sobs around
The empty town,
And finds only roofs to love.

By SHARON FREEMAN

By ANITA AMATO
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Statue of Liberty:
1960
Where my fathers, early in time, stood and
Weaned in the beautiful twilight of earlier
civilizations,
Spasms of potency to might action,
Watched myself to grow and fruitfully multiply,
Like light split through a glass, into every color
And shade of God-worshiping man,
There I also now stand, and decry in antithesis
actions:
Now my children, raised to an infinite power,
And the root of their power is the universe of
knowledge,
Now they clothe themselves in darkest of moods,
And call their mood the grayness of dawn,
(A funeral dawn with black-lighted mornings!
)
And petition their Mirror to show them the sun.
But all that the Mirror shows them is Truth,
Shows them a child dying in fetus,
Shows them a Mother falling in millions of
shadows
Of mountains of potency reverted from action,
Converted to shadows—and leaving a hole in

the air.
By JAMES LAURICELLA

A Comment on the Times
Let’s meet at summit,

Te. Sum Zz

a

ee

To blow you up.

By WILLIAM BEAUMONT

Felipe’s Children
By ANITA AMATO

That August day in 1789, Spain lay prostrate
under a smothering blanket of fire. No breeze
blew over the red-brown earth as it lay in the
hot summer sun, hard-packed and unyielding.
On the high road between Toledo and Madrid
a small coach rumbled noisily along the dusty
path. Three children, fatigued from their jostling ride in the uncomfortable vehicle, rested
drowsy heads against one another’s shoulders.
The fourth

passenger,

Don

Manuel

Ruiz

de

Ortega, found it difficult to sleep. With one
velvet-sleeved elbow propped against the hard

memory of Felipe’s words:
“See, Manuel. They have no one left them
now. Margarita is gone and I too am dying of
this wretched sickness. Care for them, Manuel!
They are my life—dearer to me than the breath
I am now losing. Keep the demons of harm far
from them. Promise me!”
And Manuel had promised. He had vowed to
care for the three children as though they were
his own. He would accept no payment, for Felipe
was his flesh, and there are no such things as

upholstery, his chin resting on the back of a slim

debts between two brothers.
“Tio Manuel! Will there be

tapered hand, he sat in moody silence, staring

Madrid?”

straight ahead. There same a sharp turn in the
road, and as the carriage careened to one side,

The man turned to the direction of the sound.
“Ay, ninito. There will be many. Would you
like to see one?”
“Some day,”’ answered the high-pitched voice,

a maroon-colored curtain covering a tiny window
flapped open momentarily. A piercing ray of
sunlight illuminated for an instant the dim in-

bullfights in

“TI will be the greatest matador in all of Spain.
You will see. One day, I will kill the bravest bull

terior of the coach. It danced across the high
cheekbones of Don Manuel, and shot its yellow
light directly into his sharp black eyes. The

alive!”

gentleman winced at first, then drew aside the

of the coach. “How you talk, Ramon! You who

curtain and fastened upon the far-off hills the

are still afraid of old Senora Vasquez and her
ugly cat.”
“Perhaps that is because Senora Vasquez and

full intensity of his burning gaze. He remained
thus for some moments. At last, he drew a deep
breath, and passing a weary hand across his
dusty brow, he let the curtain fall. Neither the
rumble of the coach wheels nor the brilliance of
the sun could shut from his mind the poignant

A girlish laugh bubbled from the other side

her cat have tempers twice as mean as any
bull’s!”” replied the irrepressible Miguel.
At that, the three burst into gales of merriment and laughed as only children can, happily,

carelessly.
Don Manuel’s face assumed a look of disap-

tical Dona Elena de Vasquez.
“They need a mother,” Manuel had pleaded,

proval, but his thoughts ran elsewhere. This was
not the first journey he had made with the children of Felipe. He well remembered that first

“and the love and care that I cannot give them.
I am a busy man, senora. Take them fora little

trip when he had brought them home with him

while and the Lord will bless you.”
These words Manuel had spoken aloud to

after their father’s death. The children had been

Dona Elena, but

smaller then, and very excited. Manuel remem-

thought wryly to himself: “They are perfect clay

bered how he had prayed and joked with them.

for her eager hands. She will make saints of

Now they were older, the trip a different one,
and Manuel himself a different man. Angrily he

them all, or the worst of sinners!”
And the man had resumed his restless ways.

pushed from his mind the purpose of this new
journey. He began almost involuntarily to think

At the gaming tables of Segovia and Madrid one

about his brother.
They were not alike, Felipe and he. Between

done so.
For three years his debts had steadily accum-

the two of them there had existed differences
more real than those between the sun and night.

ulated, and he now owed to the Count de Sevilla

Their acquaintances had often marveled at the

pay.

contrast: Manuel—the hard, the grasping, the
sly, and Felipe—gentle, impractical, kind Felipe.
It was not his brother’s kindness Manuel had
resented so; for there was a place in their world

children the entire fortune of his vast estates.
If, by some uncontrollable calamity of fate, the
little ones should die, the legacy provided that

for kindness and for Felipe’s gentle humanity. No,
it was not kindness but goodness and love which
had roused the anger of Manuel. Well could he

as he left the city he had

could lose both wealth and honor. Manuel had

alone more money than he could ever hope to
Felipe, prudent as always, had willed to his

the property fall to his brother.
During these three years, temptations has
gnawed away at Manuel. Night and day they had

his brother or had caused him needless sorrow.

tortured him, till now he knew not his own heart.
Hatred for Felipe struggled with his better in-

remember the times, when as a boy, he had hurt
Well could he remember the long wait for harsh

stincts and turned to hatred for himself. At last

words and crude attempts at vengence. But these
would never come. Instead, Felipe would pardon

there came a crisis. The Count Sevilla would hold
off no longer. He demanded immediate settle-

him, patiently, cheerfully.
“Yet it is to fools like Felipe that happincss

ment. Angrily, Manuel had promised it.
The children had been taken from Dona Elena

and fortune fall swiftly,’’ Manuel had bitterly
mused. ‘What of myself and others? There are

with a minimum of explanation. They were beside him in the coach now, and Manuel knew he

some who must reach out and take life’s treasures, or else lose them forever. Surely there is
room enough on earth for both the eagle and
the sparrow!”
Three years had passed since the promise to
Felipe. In one moment of pity for his brother‘s
helplessness, Manuel’s intentions had been honorable. But children need food and shelter, and
the care of a loving mother. Food and shelter
Manuel did not begrudge them. But he had no
wife, and as for love, he had it not within him.
The very presence in his house of Felipe’s slender children, their soft eyes a constant remem-

could

make

happen

what

he

pleased.

This

journey from Toledo was a difficult one, the
roads, narrow, and Luis a careless driver. It was
said that the man would sell his soul for gold
and that he ate with bandits. At the post stop
late that night, Manuel would make a proposition: It is imperative that the children die; someone must do the killing. If Luis were willing,
there would be much gold for him. Manuel did
not doubt that money could bribe where reason
was found lacking. The man would do as he was
told, and none would be the wiser.
As Manuel sat pondering this, a rough stone

brance of his brother—these were more than

under the carriage wheels jarred him from his

Manuel could bear.
So in due time the little ones had been sent
to the high-walled city of Toledo, and placed in
the care of distant relatives, the pious and prac-

thoughts. The children were talking again.
“What will you be when you grow up,
Maria?”
“I don’t know, Ramon,” replied the little
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voice. “Perhaps a nun like Sister Inez.”
Miguel seized the opportunity: “I can see you

It lay helpless on the frozen ground, one tiny
wing crushed beyond repair. Manuel had favored

now,” he said. ‘You will be called Sister Anastas-

killing it, but Felipe would not end its life.
“Even a bird, Manuel, desires to live,” he said.
Again, he called to mind the countless times

ia Maria del Pilar, and you will wear long robes
down to your ankles and a great black veil. Little
children will not look up to you. You are so tiny

he’d caused his brother pain. Disconnected images drifted through his consciousness. He re-

they will have to look down even to find you!
And in the great stone convent you will be known

membered how once

as the ‘baby nun’!”

Felipe’s favorite pet. When Manuel told him of

The little girl blushed, and on her face there
came a look of confusion. She sat helplessly, her

quietly buried the animal and spoke not a word

hands in her lap, not knowing whether to laugh

by accident

he’d killed

it, the young boy sobbed with grief. But he

or to cry.
“How like Margarita she looks,” observed

to his brother.
“How many times, my brother, have you thus
forgiven me?” the old man whispered aloud. And

Manuel. “One day she will marry a—”’ and he
stopped his thought abruptly. “I must not think

suddenly within his heart he knew that there
would be no bribery of Luis, no deaths of three

of this,’’ he told himself. ‘‘What’s to be done is

small children, and no treachery returned for the
good faith of a trustful brother.

to be done, and there is no help for it.”
And closing his ears to talk of the children

“Felipe, my brother, for the love of God for-

and his eyes to the sight of their faces, he sought,

give a heartless sinner!’’ With these words a load

as he had often done in youth, relief from piercing thought in sleep.
But men are prisoners of their thoughts, and

was lifted from his soul, and for the first time
since his brother’s death, Manuel wept.

on the binding thongs of conscience dreams have

A moment later, the angel of night spread
his black wings across the sky, and caused a

no effect. After three fitful hours he was awak-

thousand stars to shine in all their brilliance.

ened.
“Look,”

cried Ramon,

‘the sun is going

down!”
Manuel pulled aside the curtain, rubbing the

In the morning, three travelers found the
little coach, its hull a charred black ruin. Five
bodies were taken from the wreckage: the driver,

sleep from his eyes. With an unexplainable feel-

an old man, and three small children.

ing of alarm, he noticed that it had indeed gotten

“Undoubtedly the work of bandits,” agreed
the first two.

late, much later than he had imagined.
“I wonder,” whispered Maria, “if what Dona

“Or the hand of God,” observed the third.

Elena says is true.”
“About what?” asked Miguel.
“About the sun.” answered Maria.

They were taken to Toledo for burial, Many
people in that grim city wept for the calamity,

“What is it about the sun, ninita?” inquired
her uncle.
“Dona Elena says that the sun dies each day
as it falls below the earth.”

for Dona Elena was much loved and her sorrow
was their own.

“If Dona Elena says so, it is true.” asserted
Ramon.

To the Mass in the great cathedral next
morning, hundreds came. Even the old arch-

Her uncle closed his eyes, and to himself he

bishop was there. Throughout the service, Dona
Elena wept into a small lace kerchief. Those
around her gave their comfort, and they who
filled the church were grieving, even to the last
one.

whispered, ‘Virgen Santisima, what have I
done?” Aloud he said to Maria, ‘No, ninita,
beauty never dies.”

and innocence, they might tell you, or the cruel
whims of capricious Fate. But an angel in heaven

Once more, his thoughts wandered to his
brother. He remembered the winter’s day Felipe
and he had founda bird in their father’s orchard.

knew differently. “They weep,” he marveled, “for
the happiness of a wicked man, and the three
small children of Felipe.”

“But it is so beautiful! Must everything beautiful die. Tio Manuel?”

And for what were they weeping? For youth

“T can see right now he’s coming between us,’ said George.

The BEAR

By ELLEN JANE MARCH

I
Galeen Meadows rushed upstairs and threw
her books on her desk. She had to hurry and
get dressed, for George was picking her up in
an hour. From downstairs her mother called, ‘Is

Lenny was a twenty-five-year-old lieutenant she

that you, Galeen?”
“Yes mother, sorry I’m late, but I was held
up at school. I’m going to get dressed and then

“He must have sent his picture,” she thought
to herself as she tore open the large envelope.
She had asked him for one before he left and

T'll be down and help with dinner. Did I get

he had promised to oblige—that had been three
months ago. She pulled out a 5x7 print of a

any mail today?”
“Yes, there’s a large air-mail envelope from
Lenny on your chest of drawers.”

had met during the summer. They had dated for
five months and then he was transferred to the

West Coast.

handsome young man in uniform. It was an
extremely good photo of him and made him

In her hurry, Galeen hadn’t noticed the

look a bit more handsome than she could recall.

envelope although it lay in plain view. She decided to take a minute and open the envelope.

But then three months could dim the memory.
“Galeen, you’d better hurry if you’re going
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to help me. Your father will be home any
minute.”
“O.K., Mother, be right down. I have something to show you.”
She opened her closet and brought out a
brown chiffon dress and a pair of brown suede
shoes. Hurriedly she slipped into her clothes,
freshened her makeup, and gave her hair an

“Yes ... he
could answer.

does,’

was

all

that

Galeen

II
The doorbell downstairs rang and Galeen
could hear her father rise to open the door. She
gathered up her purse and gloves and stood
quietly in her darkened bedroom. She wasn’t

appraising pat. There was no time to prepare

going to give George the satisfaction of knowing
that he had kept her waiting by being twenty

for the big night ahead as she would have liked

minutes late. She waited until her father called

to, but then on such short notice, she had to be
satisfied with her appearance. Grabbing up the

up to tell her that George was there. She answered cheerfully, ‘Be there in a minute.”

picture she ran downstairs. ‘Look at the picture
Lenny sent me, Mother. Doesn’t he look nice in
uniform ?”

She hesitated for
went downstairs. As
She glanced at her
greeted George with
added, “as usual.”

“That is a good picture. He’s such a nice
boy—so thoughtful and mature. He’s the kind
of boy that would make you a good husband.”
“Yes, he would. Oh, did I tell you where
George and I are going tonight?”
“No. When George is involved, it’s hard to
tell.”
“We are going to a night club! Remember
I told you last week that someone ran into his
car? Well, he received an insurance settlement
check today, so we are going out. He’s not going
to fix the car because he intends to sell it in a
month or so anyway.”
“He could probably get more out of his car
if he did have it fixed. Nobody wants a bangedup car.”
“Oh, you know George, Mother. That doesn’t
bother him.”
“Incidentally, there’s a special delivery package here for you. I forgot to mention it earlier.
I have an idea it might be from Lenny.”
“Mother, how could you forget!” Galeen
crowed with delight and took the brown-wrapped
box from her mother’s hands. It was light in

weight—no, it didn’t rattle. Ripping the paper

a full minute before she
she descended the stairs
watch and then calmly
“You’re late’—and then

“Tli probably be late for our wedding.”
Galeen was at the closet getting her coat, with
her back to the occupants of the room. But she
didn’t have to look around. She could feel the
coldness that settled over the room when the
words “our wedding”’ hit her parents’ ears. Her
parents looked at each other and no one spoke.
“Well, we will be home later tonight than
usual if it’s all right with you, Mother. There’s
no school tomorrow.” She tried to sound gay
and nonchalant to cover up the sudden break
in conversation.
“Just see that you don’t get in too late,’ her
father warned. Even though she was twenty-two
and graduating in June from college, her parents
felt it necessary to let the boys know that discipline was still exercised in the household.
Outside in the cool winter air, Galeen gently
admonished George for what he had said.
“Look Galey, don’t your parents know you’re
going to get married someday? They must be
beginning to realize that I don’t see you every
weekend for nothing.”

and dropping it helter-skelter, she finally burrowed to the treasure inside. It was a shining
silver chalice-shaped bowl, and on its side were
engraved the words, “Life is a chalice to be

prove of me?’ He slammed the car door on her
side and walked around the car to the driver’s

filled; not a cup to be drained.”

side. She hoped he wouldn’t expect an answer

Lenny has a way of saying and doing the
most ordinary things in the most beautiful and

opened the door, reached over the back of the

exquisite manner, she mused.
“Galeen, that’s beautiful!’’ came her mother’s

voice over her shoulder. “Lenny certainly has
unusually good taste for a young man—and he
seems to know just what you like.”

“I know, but don’t force the issue yet. Please?
“OK, OK. What’s the matter, don’t they ap-

to that question when he got in the car. He

seat, and pulled a large wrapped box from the
floor.

“Here,” he said, handing it to her, “Happy
Un-birthday.”
“George! What in the world .. .”
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“Well, you won’t know ’til you open it. You
start unwrapping while I start the motor be-

our honeymoon and then in the fall I'll work
during the day and go to night school. And if

fore your parents suspect us of doing things we

we find that that doesn’t work out, I won’t go

aren’t. After all, I want them on my side.”
She tore off the wrappings, lifted the lid.
“Oh, George,’ she squealed with delight, “he’s

on to night school.”
“Won’t go on to night school? But you’ve
planned on an engineering profession for years.
You can’t give it up just like that.”
“Look, Sweetheart, I want to marry you and
inake you happy more than anything—under-

darling!’’ She pulled out a large stuffed bear.
“Do you like him?’’—and without waiting
for her answer—“I saw it advertised in a magazine and sent away for it weeks ago. It just
arrived today.”
“Oh, it’s just darling! Thank you so much.”
“Just goes to show, Old George takes care
of his girl.’”’ They had come to a stoplight and
George put his arm around her and the next
thing she knew his lips were pressed hard

stand?”
“IT don’t know, George,’ she answered in
desperation.

“Don’t you enjoy my company?”
“Oh, Silly, you know I do. I’ve never known
anyone as much fun as you are.”
“Then what’s the matter? Are you still

against hers.
“Hey, Tiger, cut that out,” she laughed as

writing to that fly boy?”

she pulled away, ‘‘none of that stuff.”

you both. You’re so different.”
His hand on her shoulder relaxed slightly

III
Then the big night was almost over. They

“His name is Lenny. Yes.. . I am. I like

and she could feel him looking searchingly at
her. “I wish that guy would go into orbit with

were on their way home and were in the process

one of those missiles he works on.”

of discussing the events of the evening.

“Well, that’s a nice thing to say. He’s a very
fine person,” she replied, coming to Lenny’s
defense as she always did for anyone in the

“Well, Honey, how do you like champagne?”
“Oh, it’s all right I guess, but it was so expensive, and we only had a couple of drinks
out of that big bottle.”
“Will you stop worrying about that?” He

absence of the person in question.
“Yeah, he’s great! If he liked you so much,
he’d be up here more often to see you, it seems

pulled her over so that her cheek touched his.
“Do you have to be practical all the time? After

to me.”
Galeen could feel anger mounting within her.

all, what’s money if you can’t spend it? Say,
how did you like the band?”

way. Can’t we talk about something else?” she

“That was the best band I’ve danced to in
a long time.”
“Did you

“Look, let’s not ruin our wonderful evening this
asked pleadingly.

“Sure, Honey. It’s just that I love you so
really

enjoy

yourself

tonight,

Galeen?’ he whispered softly as he touched her
hair.

“T really truly did, George!”

much and I’m jealous of the other fellows you
know. This guy’s a thorn in my side. Id like to
meet him and tell him to keep his hands off
my girl.”

“Then it was worth blowing the whole check

“Now wait a minute—I’m not pinned to you

if you enjoyed yourself. You know we could
really have a good time together.” He slipped
his arm around her shoulders and pulled her
gently but firmly closer to him. He leaned over
and kissed her on the cheek. “When are you

yet.”
“OK, OK, Ill keep quiet for now, but that

going to give in and wear my ring?”
“George, let’s not get on that subject again.

turned toward her.
“Sweetheart, make up your mind soon, will

doesn’t mean I’m giving up.”
A few minutes later they pulled up in her
driveway. George turned off the motor and

I told you that I had to think it over. Besides,

you? You can’t keep a guy waiting forever.

what’s the hurry? You still have several years
of school ahead of you.”
“Look, Galey, I graduate next June. We

Think of all the good times we could have. I
could take you up to New York. I knowalot
of nice places there I’d like you to see. Tonight

could get married then. We’ll go to Hawaii for

was only a sample of what lies ahead.”

“I think we’d better go in before we start
the neighbors talking.”
“Oh, you and your neighbors!

We aren’t

doing anything wrong.”
“I know it and you know it, but do they
know it?”
“I get the

point,

I

get

the

point!”

He

long in getting it to you, but I had to have one
taken since I lost the negative to the one that
the Air Force took of me when I entered.
By the way, I have some good news. Uncle
Sam is giving me my freedom fifteen months
earlier than I expected, which means that I

climbed out of the car and walked around to
open her door.

will be a civilian again in 90 days. I have looked
into several job opportunities here and have
found a couple that sound pretty good. I am

“George, I really did have a good time tonight. I can’t remember when I’ve had a better

even considering enrolling in the university here
for some refresher courses before I begin the

time, in fact.”
“Tm glad, Honey. Oh,

don’t forget your

in our phone conversation last week when you

bear. He’ll keep you company when I’m not
around. You tell all your troubles to him and

giving it serious thought for some time, but I

studies for my Ph.D. You were very convincing

he won’t talk back.”
“T wouldn’t forget him for the world, George.
I love him, bless his little stuffed heart.”
“You don’t say things like that about me!”
“You don’t have a stuffed heart!”
He walked her to the door and when it was
unlocked, he took her in his arms and kissed
her long and hard, the bear between them. She
moved away from him at last. “Hey, you’re
crushing my bear.”
“T can see right now that he’s coming between us.”
“Well, he is awfully cute and lovable...
“Yeah. I'll see you tomorrow. Think over
”

what I said tonight. Just remember, I can’t wait
forever.”

IV
Galeen closed the door behind her and slowly
climbed the stairs to her room. She squeezed

urged me to go on to grad school. I have been
think I have finally made up my mind.
So much for that. I was in a small shop the
other day and saw many beautiful gifts. One in
particular reminded me of you

(it had such

beautiful and graceful lines, and a touch of
fineness about it). I am putting it in the mail
today. I had a ball picking it out for you and
deciding what you'd like best.
Galeen, dear, I have been thinking of you
quite a bit lately. I think back over the dates
we had and I enjoyed every minute of it. I wish
I could tell you what I have to say in person as I
don’t seem to get down in writing what I feel
and want to say. Galeen, you are a wonderful
woman and I think very much of you. I wish
we could be together more—but this doesn’t
seem to be possible. I may be out of place saying
what I feel, but I will say it anyway. I think
very much of you. Talking to you, even though

the plush bear and laid him on her bed. She

it may be long distance, brightens my whole

took off her coat and hung it up. As she moved

week. It’s a wonderfully exhilarating feeling just

about the room, her eyes fell on the envelope
she had received earlier from Lenny. She picked
it up to look at the picture. As she slipped the

to hear your voice. I miss you so much since I

picture out of its cover, something fell to the
floor. It was a letter! She must have overlooked
it in her hurry earlier in the evening. Unfolding
the letter she began to read:

came back here. Every evening I rush home
hoping that there may be even a note from you
just saying hello and that you are thinking of
me. I am not certain how you feel toward me,
but I hope that your feelings are similar.
When I think of you, Galeen dear, I think
of the beautiful giri to whom I could talk easily,

Dear Galeen,
I received your welcome letter today. Glad
you liked the roses. I thought for a long time

about what to send and finally decided on the

discussing so many varied subjects—the wonderful person I enjoyed so much just being near
me; the charming, personable, intelligent woman
that seemed to make each day bright, and re-

roses. I only wish I could have delivered them

moved the discouragement of the day by ust

in person.

talking to her. The wonderful person who would

By now you have discovered the picture, I
trust. I hope you like it. I’m sorry I took so

always try to help someone out. I don’t know
how well I am getting across to you what I
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am trying to say.
I love you with everything that’s in me and

But—life could sometimes be too serious, she
thought. And George could make her laugh. Gay,
funny, fun-loving George who saw the amusing

every day I think of the beautiful life we could
have together—of our children—even of our old
age. We'll probably never be rich, but we will
have a life of love, hope, shared dreams and

side of everything, who could show her that
even the most worrying things could be absurd.
Her days with George would be one gay whirl
of laughter and good times. It would never be

shared plans. I know I could never be a complete
person without the fulfillment you bring to my

dull!
Suddenly a male voice from downstairs broke
her train of thought.

mean, but I hope that you understand what I

life.
Do

you think you would like the

West,

Galeen?
All my love,
Lenny
V
Galeen folded the letter and put it back into
her old diary, between the pages dated February
21 and 22, 1958. The memory of that night was
as vivid as though it had happened yesterday
instead of two years ago.
She remembered quite distinctly the weeks
that had followed when she had tried to make
a decision between the two: one, the dependable,
generous, mature Lenny; and the other, gay,

“Honey, we’re going to be late for Jim and
Ellen’s party. Are you just about ready?”
“Be right there, Darling.”
She went to the window seat and picked up
her stole and her evening bag. They were celebrating an anniversary tonight—one year of
married life. She smiled to herself, thinking of
the party they were attending. It was going to
be fun, going with him. For she had discovered
that just beneath the surface of his quiet eyes
lay warm laughter.
Outside her window the moon gleamed
brightly. In the far distance she could just see
the dim outlines of the snow-capped mountain

carefree, fun-loving George. It had been a hard
decision to make, for each had appealed to her

peaks.
As she reached to snap off the lamp, she

in a different way.
She ran the tip of one finger lightly along

saw the brown bear propped stiffly in a corner

the edge of the silver bow] 01 her dresser. She

of the window seat, his glass eyes staring at
her. And she saw again a man who loved parties

had thought long and seriously about each of

and jokes and good times, a man who would

them as a husband. Lenny would be quietly
mature, dependable, serious, hard-working, protective. She could look to him for security; he

never really grow up...

would always be there when she needed him.

lamp and turned to go downstairs.

‘I think I like the West very much,” she
said out loud to herself, as she snapped off the

Eagle Street
By MARILYN FREEMAN
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Five streets radiate outward on the side of
a hill like a giant starfish on a sand dune. One

about the bad weather or the rising cost of eggs.
All of this was the Eagle Street my parents

of these is Eagle Stret. It runs straight down

sniffed at because city law forced me to attend

the hill for two blocks and dwindles to an alley

school there. This was the street my neighbors

beside the high school. Fifty years ago it was the

petitioned to destroy. Yet, despite this, I loved

thriving center of town. The best families fought

this old street, for out of it sprang my dearest
friends though I’ve left them in the past, my

to live on Eagle Street and send their children,
stiff-collared and ruffle-bound, to the high school

fondest dreams though somehow they got shuf-

down the block. But as time passed the wealthy

fled about and lost in the teeming life which fol-

families migrated to newer and brighter streets.

lowed, and—my greatest loss.

Only a few ancient wrinkled couples stubbornly
remained in the proudly crumbling brick houses

siding and blistered layers of paint.

I always got that ‘“‘turtle-in-a-shell” feeling
when I walked in the rain, a withdrawn, serene
feeling underneath that umbrella with the beat,
beat, beating of the rain, seeing nothing but my
own feet and the base of the stone wall that lined
the sidewalk, banking in the brick houses on the
right side of the street. I was late and I walked
fast. But the urgency of walking, the mechanical
step, step, step and the continuous beating of

The inhabitants on this side of the street
were not the proud old families, not even their

rain only made thinking and dreaming easier.
Miss Bower would be waiting in her office

descendents. They were what the people in my

when I got there. She’d shake her head with her

section of town called the ‘‘cloddies’’—a group of

teeth biting her lower lip as if to say “hum-mm,
you naughty girl!’ Under her glasses’ rims I

on the right side of the street, an insignificent,
clinging reminder of the past.
The left side of the street, however, had
not managed to cling to its prosperous past.
What had once been stark white frame houses
now had the appearance of a row of refrigerator
crates, decayed and rotten behind slabs of brick

people who had had to leave the clay lands of
the South to seek a living from the factories of

would see her blue china-doll eyes twinkle and

our large city. They had not been successful; the
line in front of the A. F. of L. three streets over

she’d bow her head over her desk to hide a smile.
I always knew the smile was there though all I

verified this. There stood the ceaseless line of
overalled men whose children ran shoeless in the

could see were the billows of coarse dove- colored
hair heaped high on her head with innumerable
hairpins. Then she’d hand mea tardy slip and
send me packing to class with a pat on the back.
1d walk into class and Mr. Hastens would
meet me halfway between his desk and the door

spat-in gutters and daudled in the mud holes of
mid-winter in little more than a diaper. Their
women stood absently in the doorways, puffing
lazily on gigarettes and calling to each other
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with his usual “Better safe than sorry,” pointing
his finger at his watch, up and down like a hen
pecking for feed. Then he’d grin, making his face
a distorted mass of leathery wrinkles and I'd
know I was still in his good graces. I liked his
grin. I liked his bursting enthusiasm when he
taught. I liked the way he stood before the class
and recited “To be or not to be” just as if he
were Laurence Olivier himself! Oh, I loved Mr.
Hastens! I loved Miss Bower! I loved all teachers, but mostly these two. Someday I would be a
teacher! Someday I would write out tardy slips
and look very severe, but my eyes would twinkle.

On Saturdays

we’d

shop

or

take

our

picnic

basket and easels down to the covered bridge.
Someday, when we had saved enough money, we
would go to Europe. We would be free! and
wanderers! and see all those strange, marvelous
sights!
Marietta and Harriet were waiting at the top
of the hill when Judy and I stepped from the bus.
They had remembered to wait, and Judy and I
were early this once. This was a good day to be
early. The red and amber-enameled leaves twittered restlessly between rays of early morning
sun and they fell whispering past our ears,
“Don’t leave us today. Don’t go into that dark
building and leave us with no one to show off

Someday I would recite Shakespeare to my class
and make them love it. Someday...
“Eddie, Eeeedie! Yo’ all get home here!” I

to.”” But we would go because once We were in-

poked my head from under the umbrella just
long enough to see a fat-faced urchin with rain-

side there was morning too, and light, and when
we’d come outside again we would bring part of

soaked hair and dirtied solitary diaper come pattering barefoot down the sidewalk. The wind
caught in the umbrella and I withdrew under it

it with us and the outside would seem brighter

again. The gusts pushed the refuse, shingles, and
wet leaves from the left side of the street and
plastered them haphazardly against the stone
wall, like an omen, as if to scar the beauty of
the past with the stain and bleakness of the
future, pushing, always pushing and finally to

conquer.
Judy andI sat side by side on the bus. It was
a long ride to school but when we rode together
the time passed quickly. Judy was my dearest
friend. That morning she told me about the dress
she had wanted to buy. Mike would have loved
that dress, but her mother had refused to let
her buy it. Judy would use my dress.
Then we spied a puppy on the sidewalk chasing his tail and the nonsense of it put us in a
silly mood. We always did something foolish
when we were in that mood; like staring at
people’s feet until they looked down and tried to
see what the imaginary trouble was. Or we would
stutter when we talked or look slightly crosseyed and people would stare at us with their
heads slightly cocked in pity or wonder and
we’d bite our tongues to keep from laughing.
Judy and I had madealot of plans. Someday,

after college, we would share a little apartment,
like sisters. We’d come home from work and she
would play the piano while I read or graded
papers. Then we’d sit by the fire and eat sandwiches and discuss Monet or Bartok or Faulkner.

than if we hadn’t gone in.
They were already sore from laughter when
we climbed down the bus steps. Judy and I joined
in and we didn’t stop until we reached the end
of Eagle Street.
My.
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yy.
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.

nw
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On Class Day I stood watching the stainedglass windows of the auditorium cast a flickering

spectrum on the white robes and damp faces. I
knew the program had been planned to fill the
entire morning. But when we marched back up
the aisle and into the hall it seemed onlya brief
blur of words and trophies and foggy voices that
choked on notes they had sung easily before.
Somehow we had lost Marietta and Harriet in
the crowd, so Judy and I walked outside by ourselves. I stood on the corner with Judy until her
bus came. She was going downtown to meet Mike.
I waited and watched until the bus was out of
sight, but she didn’t turn around to wave as she
always did.
I started down Eagle Street alone. The sun
was shining only faintly now above the refrigerator-crate houses and through the placid new
leaves, making weak, lacy shadows on the sidewalk. Above the brick houses the sky was overcast and the first drops of summer rain began

to fall. I wondered now how it was going to be.
That was the last time I walked down Eagle
Street, but I go back there often.

CONCEPT:
Three in the Round
Exponent’s tribute to three young men engaged
in the most virile of the arts.
In this age of stressed practicality, expression
for expression’s sake has become a thing trowned
on as a Childish and selfish waste of time. ‘1:here
is a certain validity in such a claim, especially
when it is backed by today’s psychology. It has
been said that a mature, stable person has no
need to express his emotions in a vivid way. On
the other hand, emotional release is argued to
be favorable, that it helps give meaning to man’s
soul and, finally, that it is an exploration of
the last frontier of knowledge—man’s mind.
Modern painting has often been in the spotlight cast by both camps of thought. Hiding in
the shadows, sometimes overlooked, remains
sculpture. The same problems, theories and
doubts hold true here, also; Realism and Abstraction constantly clashing with bitter adherents to both sides. Lacking, however, are the
petty arguments, the myriad of theories; for
sculpture, simply because of the tremendous
amount of actual work involved, is a most virile
art. As in no other field, men dominate.
These are strong men. Upon meeting them,
one is impressed by the clarity and vigor of their
thoughts. When they move—and they move constantly—it is not with some dancing grace nor
with a lumbering clumsiness. They move solidly,
surely, knowing what they are doing and where
they are going. They have chosen an extremely
difficult field which, with rare exceptions, offers
little promise of profit. Yet they remain dedicated to it.
Why? A brief glance at history makes it
obvious that there have always been sculptors.
Primitive men chipped small forms out of rocks
and managed a few remarkable reliefs on their
cave walls. Due to the abundance of rock, sculpture flourished in Egypt, spread throughout the
Assyrian periods. This sculpture was curiously

symbolic, making no pretense of strict realism.
The people were deeply entrenched in religion
and their sculpture represented not the physical
man but his spirit. In Greece where love of nature
predominated in the myths, sculpture reached
an exquisitely realistic plateau and became a
prime influence of Occidental and Oriental
sculpture that was to follow for centuries. The
HARVEST, Jerry Adams, steel and brass

(Continued on Page 24)
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THE FAMILY, white cement “... asserts convictions”

UNTITLED HEAD, walnut

Adams:
Married, deeply religious, and with strong ties to his ancestorial background, Jerry Adams approaches his work with a
kind of impatience. As many people in the arts and assorted
‘humanities,’ his range of expression surpasses the average
sensitivity. An intense young man in his early twenties, Adams
has felt the brunt of sincere religious doubts. Overcoming his
own doubts has moulded his character into a positive straightforward line. Yet, he retains an ironic humor that creeps at
times into his work. In his “Harvest” (preceding page) he has
combined elegance and earthiness into a strong humanistic form
that gropes upward, perhaps realizing its own inadequacy at such
a time of plenty.
Poetically interpreting serenity and subtle joy, the untitled
walnut head and the cast bronze ‘‘Young Nude” manifest Adams’
capacity for sensitivity.
Cast in white cement, “The Family” reflects Adams’ religious training. Interesting but understandable to note is the
dominance that he has given the figure of Joseph, while the
Child and the Mother occupy lesser positions. More than any
other, this piece asserts Adams’ convictions as to the duties of
the marriage participants. The father is the undisputed head,
the child is protected, and the mother recedes in the background,

gently holding the family together.

e

YOUNG NUDE, bronze

ANIMAL FORM, welded steel “.. .juts compactly”

OPEN FORM III, bronze

Brock:
Born near Barnesville, Bob Brock entered DAI as a painting
major, soon discovered that sculpture ‘. . . grew on me like a
plague.” With the winning of the Springfield Show in 1957, his
course became clear, leading to the enviable receipt of the Purchase Award of the 1960 Area Show.
Behind this rapid climb to renown is a lean young man with
a hungry look about his eyes, quiet with a rankling humor. He
stands with a slight slouch. There is a crumpled quality about
him which manifests itself in his combination of old materials
with startling abstract forms. “Animal Form,” a balanced composition of steel plates and rods, is typical of this technique.
Intended as a twelve-foot piece to be hung froma ceiling, the
work, even on the ground, juts compactly with a brute lack of
restraint.
More familiar to the average eye is “Ode to Joy,” a study
for a massive stone carving. This is a simple joy, not pretentious
and quite lacking in ecstacy, but conveying its message in plain
terms.

“Open Form III” is purest expression, evolved from a
mastery of technique and from an attempt to encompass mass
without the use of mass. It is shell-like, mysterious and graceful,
but at the same time bulbous and solid.

ODE TO JOY, aluminum

®

UNTITLED CONSTRUCTION,
SEATED WOMAN, direct plaster

wood “... undefinable substance”

Winchell:
After serving four years in the Air Force during the Korean
conflict, Carl Winchell returned home, debating whether to go
back to his previous job as a night factory supervisor. Ignoring
the seniority he had accumulated he chose Commercial Art as
his new field. One year later, the factory sold out. One year
later found Winchell drifting into painting and sculpture. Painting he found too limited, commercialism too confining. The individualism, the exactness, the freedom of sculpture, commanded
him.
Winchell approaches each piece as a separate problem, with
the result that he ranges from the realistically modeled “Seated
Woman” to the cast experiment in suggested movement “Nacht
Fleit (Night Flight).” At times, he is concerned with the pure
abstract, such as his wood construction, untitled because Winchell considers it highly ridiculous arbitrarily to assign a connotation-filled name to an undefinable substance.
His realm extends from subjective individualism to an

objective consideration of the value of art for religious purposes.
He wishes for more art in churches, believing that it is capable
of evoking a peace and closer feeling of union with God and, as
last resort, curiosity to lure in the wayward. Winchell belongs

to no avant garde group or cult of fanaticism. He is, in the truest
sense, the most real kind of non-conformist.

NACHT FLEIT, bronze
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CONCEPT:
(continued from page 20)
Romans, proud and powerful, adopted the
Grecian technique and made their own works
imposing and grandiose. The Renaissance again
brought man back to his own subjective spirit
and the sculpture was impressive with the
dignity of man.
Today, when no particular culture controls
the arts, sculpture reflects the spirit of the
sculptor himself, his own interpretations, his
own ideals and beliefs. If some of these pieces
seem strange to us, it is because we are looking
at a world through another man’s eyes. This
can be strangely beautiful, but, also, it can be
disturbing at times, for in so doing, we come
into contact with the soul of another man.
Perhaps it is because of the dynamic qualities of these men that they have chosen sculp-

ture to express themselves. Nothing is as lasting
as sculpture, nothing can be so impressive or
unalterable. This is a positive statement, a concrete idea, a concept with substance. This is man
standing on a mountain and stating his godliness
over nature.
It is, therefore, with pride that EHxponent
presents this insight into three local sculptors.
They are young men, still working for their degrees, but already they are established in their
own rights. It is not our place to judge these
presented efforts, for each spectator is limited
in what he can appreciate by his own personality
and area of thought. But the person who is unable to find an understanding with at least one
of these pieces is, we feel, a person who has,

regrettably, lost contact with his own humanity.

VIGNETTE
By MARY MATTINGLY

and the Princess
Liz held her breath and pressed the total
key on the adding machine. 1 9 7 6 5 2. For the
sixth time these same numbers glared at her in
merciless black on white.

“T don’t believe it. I ust don’t believe it.”
Liz pushed up her horn rimmed glasses, which
were sliding down the bridge of her nose, and
ripped the paper from the adding machine with

a murderous twist of the wrist. She spread the
long ribbon of paper beneath the pooled light
streaming out from the huge green lampshade.
Liz became conscious of a flickering overhead,
and suddenly the whole office was in a crystal
brightness.
“Oh, for heaven’s sake, Russell. Turn those
fluorescent lights off. You know I can’t stand
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them—they give me a headache.”
Leaving the lights on, he crossed the room
and sat on the corner of her desk.
“Come on, Liz. Let’s go home.

You’ve

worked at that ledger enough. Besides—’ (he
added in mock seriousness)
make you look cross-eyed.”

Liz could feel the steel in his soft answer.
She started to say something, but he turned
off the green light with a resolute click.
“Let’s go home, Liz.”

Somehow she didn’t feel like saying no.

‘—those glasses
“Lemon in your tea, Andy?”

“T figure we’re off $500.”
His ‘‘No!” had a definite trace of the comic
in it. Liz decided to be patient.
“Well, not quite. It’s $568.37, to be exact.
That’s the price of that Toulouse-Lautrec etching that you sold.’ Liz watched her husband’s
hands as he lit a cigarette. The fire and silver
almost seemed to blend....
“Liz, stop chewing on that pencil....

as

She looked stupidly at the jagged eraser on
the eversharp and then turned a pair of thoughtlighted eyes on her husband.

“Russell, to whom did you sell that etching?”
“That objective case is truly a tribute to
four years of Bryn Mawr English Comp classes,”
he commented in suave playfulness.
‘“Russell—” she pleaded peevishly.
As he took off her glasses, Liz felt all her
crisp efficiency going with them. He said one
word with clipped finality.
“Millard.”
“Millard!”
There was a razor edge in Liz’s voice that
cut even her.
“You GAVE that $500 etching to that refined parasite?”
“Liz, he BOUGHT it.”
“With what—wampum ?” She saw the laughter leave his dark eyes, but—well, as long as
she’d gone this far, she might as well go all
the way.
“T don’t mind when he buysalittle $2 sketch,
or even a $5 one, but when he has the nerve
to take a $500 Toulouse-Lautrec, that’s when
I’ll do something about it. Just because he’s
your elder brother is no reason for you to let
him patter all over you with his hockshop
kid gloves. That bald-headed vagrant never

“No, Liz, darling, just cream and sugar. I’m
on a diet.”
Andy reached out to accept the china tea
cup and eased back against her pearl-gray fur,
draped casually over the chair.
“You know, Liz, I agree perfectly with you.
And Russell is playing the absolute fool. Now
just be firm, darling. Take my advice, I’m not
only talking to you as your elder sister—”’ Andy
paused to give the statement proper emphasis,
“but aS a woman as well.”
Liz watched her diamonds

glint

as_

she

swirled the silver teaspoon through the creamy
brown liquid.
“Well, I feel—”
“Liz, I KNOW how you feel.’”’ Andy’s words
almost chased Liz. “You don’t need to tell me
a thing. The effrontery! Millard is a disgrace
to you both, and I’d
with him—and I’d see
He simply must not.’
tion-filled tones, her
vicarious indignation.

have nothing more to do
that Russell didn’t either.
Andy asserted in convicdark little eyes full of

But in an instant Liz could see the same
quick eyes widening in delight.
“Darling, WHEN did you get that precious
little portrait?”
Liz walked over to the canvas of the pouting
renaissance baby.

“That’s my Medici princess.”
“She’s perfect, Liz. Can’t you just see her
above my white brick fireplace—’’ Andy’s words
came in pizzicato accents. “she is for sale, of
course ?”
“To you, yes, Andy,” Liz said with a gentle
reserve. “But she’s expensive.”

Andy didn’t hesitate. “T’ll take her today.

more, he doesn’t care to, as long as he’s got

When James gets back from Europe, we’ll settle
our little business deal.”
Later, when Andy had gone, and the paper-

your credit to hang onto.”

wrapped Medici princess with her, Liz sat staring

He ground his cigarette into a black smudge
against the spotless milk glass of the ash tray.
“You’re right, Liz.” Then after a pause,

at the sugar-turned-to-paste in the bottom of
her tea cup. Millard was a problem, but after
Andy’s visit, Liz felt confusedly guilt-tinged.

amounted to a darn, and never will. And what’s

“__about him being my elder brother.”

During the Christmas holidays of 1959, Professor Helen Peterson assigned her English
101 class of freshmen the task of keeping a journal for the two-week holiday period. She stressed
the fact that this was not to be a daily record but a journal done in the style of Emerson, in which
each student was to write on anything and everything which might catch his eye or capture his
attention. Shortly before the publication of the last edition of Exponent the editor, always on the
lookout for new and “different”? material, became interested by Professor Peterson’s comment on the
excellent—and sometimes highiy original—results of her assignment. A quick glance through the
material confirmed a hunch that here was writing totally new, spontaneous, vivid, and personal. So,
with the collaboration of Professor Peterson, the sixteen most original journal entries —all that
magazine space would allow! —were selected for publication under the one-word title, Journal.
We have kept the material for publication in the final issue of Exponent because it confirms
the twofold conviction on which Exponent’s policy has been based: that there is writing potential here
of excellence and high intellectuality, and that writing—even if only in the form of a private journal—
can, if pursued with a minimum of patience and perseverence, richly reward the writer by sharpen-

ing his perception and deepening his inner awareness of the color and variety of the world around
him.
The Editor

DECEMBER, 1959
Hall, having a cigarette before trigonometry
class when I noticed the diagram of an atom

have abandoned the city. This is the night.
One cold night while I was having a cup
of black coffee, a man strolled in with a broad
grin on his face. Most night people are very

that is part of the floor design.
Suddenly, I found myself thinking about how

somber, but this man was an exception. Sitting
down beside me, we struck up a conversation.

I was standing in the doorway of Wohlleben

amazing the atom is. The strange thing about

I learned that he was having coffee while his

this is that I was not thinking about how fortu-

clothes were being washed in a nearby laundro-

nate I am to be living in the atomic age or about

mat. What an idiotic time to wash clothes, I
thought.

the uses that the atom will be put to in the
future; rather, I was thinking about the role
the atom plays in the composition of matter.
It is a fascinating and somewhat fantastic
thought when a person realizes that the wrist
watch on his hand, the floor he is standing on,
the building he is in, the earth he walks on, as
well as everything in the universe, is made up
of particles so small that the most powerful
microscopes known to man cannot detect them.

—Joseph Matuszewski, Engineering
DECEMBER, 1959
As midnight draws near the city seems lifeless. The buildings appear much more stately
but cold and lonely. Where busy offices hummed
with typewriters and dictation during the day,
only darkness now appears. The sounds of tires
screeching, horns honking, and people talking

As he talked he gazed at me strangely. Then
when leaving, he could not find the door handle.
Only then did I realize that he was blind.
This wasn’t night to him, but merely a quiet
time of day when he could accomplish his tasks
uninterrupted.
—Thomas E. Greenwood, Education

DECEMBER 19, 1959
What is love?

This question has been answered in many
different ways by many different people. Personally, I believe that a true definition of love
could be put on paper by anyone, even such

writers as Shakespeare and Shelly.
Love is not something you can describe in
a single statement, for it is something a person
feels which affects everything he does. This
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feeling might be described as the dominating
force of a person’s life.
While being a powerful force, love is also a
gentle comforter. Love plays many roles

enjoy Sunday free from work. Any infringement
upon such rights is a blow to the American way

of life.
—John R. Lynch, Engineering

throughout our lives and can be either a vice
or a virtue. Love is so well known that when

DECEMBER 22, 1959

it is mentioned, immediately everyone knows
what the person is talking about.

three children looking over a bridge, watching
spellbound the apparently simple phenomenon

Some people take love lightly; others cherish
it as the only thing they live for. Whatever is

of a locomotive pulling freight cars under them.
I realized that that same sight was ‘me’ not
too many years ago, but now I could not ap-

said about it or whatever happens in the lives
of human beings, love will be able to defend
itself as the “ageless goddess”’ of humanity.
—wWilliam Wharton, Engineering

DECEMBER 19, 1959
Tonight we went up to the top of one of the
hills surrounding the river-divided city of Pittsburgh. From this view we could see the signs

of Christmas: the giant tree brightened by the
rainbow-colored lights on its branches, the office

Driving down Dunham Road tonight, I saw

preciate it. Why?
What is interest and what causes it?
Interest in itself does not exist, for it is a
relative term directly proportional to the likes
and dislikes and degree of potential mental satisfaction of an individual.
While a child may be awestruck by the power
of the train, an adult may need something finer,
like a book, in which to be “interested.”

lights burning all night, and a dazzling Christmas tree outlined by stringing lights on the

So, what is interest? I do not know exactly.
All I can do is live with it, foster it, baby it,
and enjoy it.

corner of Horne’s Department store.
It is probably the same way all over America—a nation making preparations fora little

it as the salt and pepper in this stew of life.
—Kenneth Perko, Engineering

child.

DECEMBER 23, 1959

building with its cross formed by certain office

Maybe there is still hope for the world.
—Paul Orr, Engineering

DECEMBER 21, 1959

I may not know what it is, but I can enjoy

In life, there are certain days which will no
doubt cause me great heartache and disappointment. Today was one of those terrible days.

Did you ever stop to think how unjust and
unfair it is the way people have to live and
work in this day and age? For example, I remember driving into Dayton on a Sunday afternoon recently, and one of the first things I
noticed was the majority of supermarkets open
and doing business.
Just stop and think about the implications
of this! Apparently these stores had such a
“terrible” business during the six-day week that
they needed the Sunday trade to make a profit.
This would be a hasty conclusion.

I had saved for two weeks for this date.
Working those nights hadn’t bothered mea bit

because while I worked I could just picture all
the fun and enjoymennt I was going to have
with this lovely, enchanting creature who was
to be my date.
Now I was hurrying to get ready and dream-

ing all the while of the wonderful night ahead
of me. Then it happened; my lovely ‘date’ called
and told me she was unable to go with me tonight.
Down came my dreams in a flash. Gone were

that

my plans for a wonderful evening. Into my

one store started doing business on Sunday and

existence came a new feeling,—‘‘the blues.” My

What really happened was the fact

the other stores were forced to compete in the
same manner. No store will actually do a much

ideal date was gone with the click of the re-

over seven days instead of six.

ceiver and my lonely evening began.
—Kenny Seifert, Business
DECEMBER 23, 1959

The real losers in such a situation are the
employees of these stores. For many people,

Today we are being constantly confronted
with signs of progress. Occurring in almost

greater business as the receipts will be averaged

Sunday is the only day when the whole family

everything in our modern civilization, they rep-

can be together. It is man’s God-given right to

resent a change or development for the better;
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a step forward.
In the field of atomic energy, for example,
man has learned to use the tiny atom to heat
his home, make electricity, and run submarines.
He has also advanced the atom into a

DECEMBER 27, 1959
According

to

mystery

writers

nearly

all

nefarious crimes take place on dreary days. If
such is the case then evil-doers would have a
field day this Sunday.

mechanism of horror and destruction. By simply

This afternoon a heavy fog rolled in from

pressing a button, he is able to wipe entire
cities off the face of the earth, kill thousands
of innocent people, and cause drastic changes
in nearly all forms of life.

Jamaica Bay which is adjacent to the Atlantic
Ocean. The fog added to the dreary atmosphere
created by a steady drizzle, grey foreboding

We sit on this side of the globe, alert and

skies, and a cold raw piercing wind.
Amplifying this bleak atmosphere was

a

ready to press the button while on the other

heavy smell of burning Christmas trees blown

side of the globe, another power does the same.

in from the island of garbage across the creek.
—T. Connelie, Engineering

How long can this dare go on before someone
starts an atomic war? No one really knows the

answer.

DECEMBER 27, 1959
While watching the movie, Third Man on the

Is this sort of advancement really toward
the good of something? Is it really progress?
I think not.
—Thomas Ausenbaugh, Education

Mountain, I pondered over the plot of this story
as applied to every man.
With its setting in the Swiss Alps, this story
concerned a teen-ager who was absorbed with

DECEMBER 26, 1959

conquering a mountain peak which had claimed

Today is Saturday. In my mind I am comparing the things which I do when I am in

the life of his father.
As a child his mother permitted him to

the United States with what I do while I am

wander through the mountains. Finally, after

here at home.
On a usual Saturday in the States I go to

many failures he met his challenge successfully.

a football game, or if there is no game, I go
shopping and then to a show.
Here in Merida (Yucatan) my Saturday program is completely different. I get up around

Using this as an example, may I assume
that every person has a “peak” he must climb

if he wishes to consider himself a success?
—William O’Connor, Engineering

DECEMBER 27, 1959

ten o’clock. After a delicious breakfast, I invite
my girl to go to the Country Club. We play

I have just finished reading an interesting
article on total disarmament. From what I have

tennis or swim and then join all our friends

read and what I have heard, it would be ridiculous for the United States to agree to total
disarmament at the present time.

for a beer and something to eat.
At three o’clock we go to the bull fights.
This is a spectacle which I like very much. I
think it is one of the most exciting sports
existing today. Calesero, one of the best bullfighters in Mexico, is in the arena. He gives
a magnificent performance with the judge

Just what is meant by “total disarmament’?

Everyone knows the denotation of disarm, but
I’m wondering if everyone knows that total
disarmament, according to this article, means
not only to quit using arms but to destroy them.

awarding him the ears of the bull.
At six o’clock the bull fight is over and we

It means the destruction of all weapons except
pistols and rifles.

go home, not to finish our activities for the
Saturday but rather to rest and get ready to
go dancing at ten. This time we go to a very

that total disarmament is highly improbable

formal place where the waiters are dressed like
Mayan Indians, and the food, music, and shows

are concerned with our culture and ancient
customs.
—Alberto Ponce, Engineering
(Editor’s note: Alberto, a student from Merida,
Yucatan, is learning English!)

As I sit here analyzing this term, I realize
since it would take complete trust and brotherhood of man toward man to accomplish this.
How can a situation like this be established
in our world today?
—Jack Scurlock, Engineering

DECEMBER 29, 1959
Life is mainly little things—but little things
may often change a life!
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As a kid on the lower east side of New York
City, Eddie Cantor used to run errands for all
the women in the tenement. It was a good deal
except that ail of them insisted on sending him

day I may be privileged enough to listen in ol
one of their sessions. I hope so.
—Paul R. Walther, Engineering

JANUARY 2, 1960

to the same grocery store—one that was ten

Here it is January second. It seems as if the

blocks away.
There were five or six in the neighborhood

nineteen days of the Christmas vacation flew
right past me. Oh, how time flies! Everything in

which carried exactly the same merchandise. So

this world must pass sooner or later, but why

one day he switched. But the women caught on.
Next time he went the ten blocks out of curi-

did this vacation have to pass so quickly?
I shouldn't complain, though, because I en-

osity to see what was so special about this

joyed every minute of it. I even enjoyed working again, not mental work (I get plenty of

grocer.
Watching him fill the order, Eddie noticed
the grocer count out twelve rolls and then add
an “extra” one. Pointing out the error to the
grocer, he replied,
“Tt doesn’t hurt to give a little extra for
good measure.”
Some people give because they say it’s one

of the ways they have fun. Many believe they

that at school) but working with my hands.
But will time always go so fast? Time is
relative. It is relative to our state of mind. If
we are wishing that time will go quickly or if
we are anticipating something pleasant, time
will most certainly “drag.” On the other hand,
if we are involved in something pleasant—then

In his auto-

time seems to fly past.
This vacation was just one of those times.

biography, The Way I See It, Cantor tells of the

Many memories of school went home with me.

‘receive’

each

time they give.

time he had coffee and sandwiches sent in for

I am sure that many memories of home will

the cast of his show. He thought it a small thing,

follow me back.

and yet the performances seemed to improve. He
did it because he recalled Will Rogers’ comment,
“Nobody gives you a dinnr until you can well

JANUARY 3, 1960

—John Pernusch, Engineering
When God created the sea He made her so

afford to buy your own.”
One never knows where one small act will
end, for its influence can spread beyond belief.
—Sharon Kaye Garver, Education

like a woman.
Although the sea is strictly inanimate, she

DECEMBER 29, 1959
Have you ever wondered what heaven is like?

call to you in a low voice, but the next instant
she is a raging thing full of fury at the insolence

seems to possess the mind and spirit of a woman.
One moment she may be soft, sweet, and may

I have, and I find that my idea parallels

of man who sends his frail steel ships out upon

many other people’s hopes that heaven is a
place where you do whatever brings you the

these pitiful small toys in a rage unparalleled by

most pleasure.
For instance, many of the past masters of

anything but woman.
Then she sees the havoc she has caused and

traditional jazz have their own little corner in

stills her raging waters in an apologetic gesture

“my” heaven where they while away eternity

of forgiveness. Once again she becomes quiet
and serene. But no man has the ability to tell
when or why she will flare up again. When can
man tell when a woman will become angry?
Surely God has outdone Himself in the crea-

playing the music that was “heaven on earth”
to many people like myself.
These musicians are not as they were at
death but as they were at the peak of their
careers. How terrible to find ‘‘Jelly-Roll” Morton
raised into heaven in the down-trodden and
derelict shape in which he died.
No, he is as he was in the “twenties.” A little
gaudy, perhaps, with the diamond in his front
tooth, but still one of the greatest traditional

pianists that ever lived.
All of the ‘greats’ are up there, and some-

her broad blue bosom. She shakes and tears

tion of these two. So tender, so tolerant, and,
at times, so terrifying, yet beautiful all the while.
Father, we thank You for these two beautiful

creatures.
—Paul R. Walther, Engineering
(Editor’s note: Paul has served three years in

the U. S. Navy, spending six months in Artarctica.
)

The Magnificent Kelly Campaign
By FILOMENA VACCHIANO

Doctor Adam Merlin was, as are most scientists, very unlike the popular stereotype of the
scientist—the mad genius of the science fiction
story. In fact, if someone had pointed him out
as an electronic scientist, even the most sincere
science fiction writer would have burst into un-

earnest eyes. His overall appearance was that
of a lounging minor poet, a strange contrast
to the lumbering, bull-like Chairman. He read
the letter that the bull thrust toward him.
“Well?” he asked.
“Well,

hell!”

the

Chairman

trumpeted.

controllable laughter.
The doctor was a small, quick man with a

“Think, man! Do you know what this means?
This crackpot, if he is a crackpot, might buy

round face and unbelievably round eyes; it
seemed as if Nature, in some moment of inane
jest, had drawn up the plan for him with a

and sell the world, and I hate to think of what
he could do, what he’s prepared to do, if he’s

compass. This thought may have struck the
doctor himself at an early age. At any rate, he
was fond—too fond, perhaps—of a good joke.
He regarded a well-executed joke as a scientific
experiment performed to prove a_ theorem,
usually some theorem he held about human

not a crackpot. And all you say is ‘well.’ ”’
“IT suppose we ought to go see this—what’shis-name,” he referred to the letter, “‘this Doctor Merlin.”
“Damn right we will, boy, and I don’t know
what he wants to buy and sell. But I'll tell you
this: if he’s even half-sane, we’re going to buy.”

nature. To him a practical joke was the most
practical of all scientific experiments.
On this particular day, Dr. Merlin was in an
exceptionally good mood, for he had just put
the final touch on the toil of two years. This
machine that now stood before him was the

Doctor Merlin answered the knock on the
door and ushered Tyndall and Morrison into his
laboratory.
“Now,

doctor,’

Tyndall blustered,

“I’m a

busy man, and I can’t mince words. Just what

product of that toil. It was huge, half as large

is this scheme of yours?” He gazed at the mon-

as the laboratory, with a confusing maze of

strous mechanism that confronted him, “Is this
the machine?”
“No, don’t mince words, by any means,” Dr.
Merlin smiled, ‘‘make hash of them, or boil

buttons and lights—a machine that very few
could know, and none but he could love. The
doctor gazed at it for a moment, smiled to himself, then sat down to write the letter.

them—no, don’t boil them, either—you’ll end
up in hot water.”

Daniel Tyndall, National Chairman of the

Tyndall wheeled about and looked at him as

Moderate-Independent Party, crumbled the letter

at a madman; Morrison repressed a startled

and threw it into the wastebasket, breathed a

laugh. The doctor continued. “But I must be

sigh that might have been relief; then gulped,

brief, as you say. Briefly then, I wrote you be-

retrieved the letter, re-read it, and turned pale.

cause I feel I have the answer to this country’s

“Morrison, get in here,” he half-bellowed,

problems, perhaps even to the problems of the

half-gasped into the inter-com.

entire

The door was opened bya lean, dark-haired
man in his middle twenties. Morrison moved
with a lazy air that contradicted his quite

patted the huge machine.
“The woods are full of people who have answers,” Tyndall cut in.

world.

The

answers

are

all

here,”

he
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Merlin ignored the interruption. ‘This is the
only practical solution—you admire the practi-

on their own craniums with the same weight
and suddenness.

cal, Mr. Tyndall—an electronic brain. The experts are wrong in saying that our problems
are more complex today. Our problems are the
same as they always were; only the details are

Hugh Morrison, of course, fought like a man
inspired. He threw the whole raging fever of
his latent energy into the campaign. During

more complex. My solution is this: make this
machine the executive power of the nation. Feed
all the information into it, and you will have
the solution to any problem.”
“Will it work?” Tyndall asked cautiously.
“It cannot fail. You will have a demonstration of it before you leave.”
“Morrison, what do you think?” the Chairman turned to his secretary.

those first few weeks, article after article, speech
after speech, news release after news release
came out of the Kelly camp. In his own field,
Morrison had as much creative genius as Doctor
Merlin. The doctor, during this time, remained
much in the background. He considered his work
done; he was on hand, however, to help the
secretary with information of a technical vein.
Even more in the background was Dan Tyndall.
Tyndall had not associated his name with the

Morrison was staring at the machine, a rapt
expression on his face. “I think he’s got the

campaign, and he came to be seen at the party
offices less and less often.

answer. We live in an electronic age; all the
problems come from electronics; the answers

Three weeks of campaigning went by. The
nation was in a daze, still wondering what it
all meant. The opposition was at first confident

must, too. It’s too late to convince the fools
that there is a God. Give them back the god
they’ve created.”
Daniel Tyndall shook his head. “No, lad;

that the mortal flesh-and-blood candidate that
stood on their platform could stand off any
machine.

Morrison’s

arguments

came _

with

nothing good can come of it. It’s too damn big

devastating ferocity now.

to let out. Poets like you, a few of your mystics,
will, no doubt, be taken with the scheme. But

At this point, in the first days of the third
week, Tyndall came into Morrison’s office.
“Hugh,” he said simply, “you’ve got to stop.”
Morrison’s earnest blue eyes went dead.

the only game I know is politics—and I know
it damn well, and I say that it’s best to forget
the machine. Hey, you want that toy pretty
badly, don’t you? Tell you what. You can have
it for a month; take the Party’s resources for
a month. See what you can do. If you can make
something out of this, you’ve got a candidate.
At least it will get us some publicity. But after
the newspapers and the opposition get through
with you and your machine—"his voice broke off.
“Fair enough,” Morrison agreed. ‘You know,
we can’t keep referring to our candidate as ‘the
machine.’ Doctor, you’ve created a person. We
have to give him a name— apolitical name, an
Irish name. Kelly—that’s it—Kelly. The Kelly
campaign is under way.”
“Excellent,” Dr. Merlin beamed.

“Stop?” he questioned. “Why?”
“Please, boy, listen to reason.”
“First give me a reason.”
“You can’t do what you’re doing. It’s unnatural. You’re duping the people.”
“The people have been duped. I’m bringing
them to their senses, or bringing their senses
to them. They work with machines; they work
for machines; they are fed by machines; they
are entertained by machines. Why should they
balk at being ruled by Kelly? They’re already
slaves to machines.”
“There, that’s why you have to stop.”
“How’s that?”

impossibility, it quickly became an actuality.

“Hugh, it’s what you’re doing to yourself.
Do you realize what you said just now? I’d
say that you deliberately avoided calling that
machine a machine—only I know you enough

The next day the newspapers screamed the

to know that you didn’t do it deliberately. You

So began the fantastic campaign. Rooted in

tidings to the astounded public. At first, a few

refer to that machine as Kelly all the time.

cynics

You’re actually thinking of it as a person!
You’ve got to stop.”

laughed,

but

their

laughter

sounded

strangely hollow, even in their ears, and it ended

abruptly. The public itself was stunned, as if
what had hit the newstands had instead landed

“Dan, you gave me a month to prove I could
do this. We’ve won every primary we’ve en-
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tered. This is a cause I really believe in, more
than I’ve ever believed in anything. In fact,
everything I’ve ever believed in is tied up in

and the full horror of the situation took hold
of him. The doctor was shaking all right, but
he was shaking with laughter.

this. And you ask me to stop?”
“I’m telling you to stop.”
“No, Dan, I can’t. I believe in this enough

“Doctor Merlin,” he fairly screamed, ‘‘what
does all this mean?”

to fight for it. That’s something unusual today.
How many people cherish anything that they

The doctor was cut short in the middle of
a high-pitched burst of laughter. “It means thai

consider worth fighting for? How many wars

the joke has ended. Really, though, the joke
ended long ago. It ended that day I stood in

have they fought over an insignificant tariff,

front of your office while you talked to Tyndall.

or someone’s view of what was a boundary line
and what wasn’t? That’s something else I’m

It was then I realized that either you could not
see the joke at all, or you were playing an even

going to teach the world: what it’s like to be-

better one.”

lieve in a cause. I’d fight anyone for this cause;

“What?” Morrison

choked,

“what do you

I’d fight you for it.”
“You’re right, Hugh. You will fight me for

mean? You did all this as a joke?”

it; you’ll have no other choice. The National
Convention is next week. For all I care, you can
nominate your damn machine. I’m throwing my

“Is there any other way?” the first voice,
the tall figure asked.
“Is there any other way except as a joke?

“You did all this in seriousness ?”’

lot in with the opposition.” He left the office,

Is there anything else in the world besides a

slamming the door on Hugh Morrison’s dreams.
Doctor Merlin came into the office. “I heard

joke? Unless one has a sense of humour, all

most of it, Hugh. I’m sorry.”
“Nothing to be sorry about. I meant what
I said about finding a cause, and fighting for it.”

doors are closed to him. He does not see the
irony in a thing that is more magnificent than
the thing itself. Do you want to know the truth

War was declared the following day, a half-

about all history? It is this: you and everyone
else has two roles reversed: the king and the
fool. The monarch is the fool, not the jester.

hearted war in which the principles were strong

That is the superb joke, and the one on which

but the action slight. Morrison had inherited
the police force along with the Party control.

all others converge. If you want to lose the
world, become a king and believe that the world

The militia was summoned by the opposition.
A few skirmishes took place, with only a minimum of injuries and no prisoners of war. Neither

belongs to you; if you want to find the world,
become a focl, and believe that you own nothing,
not even your own title of ‘fool.’”

side wanted the embarrassment of taking captives. The police knew no more what to do with
a captive member of the militia than the militia
knew what to do with a policeman.
Then, the day before the convention was to
begin, Tyndall led his forces in the capture of

A cry of sorts came from the tall man.
“What if I were God Almighty, and created the
world just for a joke!”’
“What did you say?”

“Oh, nothing. I just thought of something

the dam and hydro-electric plant overlooking

I read once.”
“What was it?”

the otherwise deserted valley which housed the
Merlin laboratory, and Kelly.

answered a question you asked just now. You

“T can’t remember. All I know is that it
asked if there were anything else in the world

By that evening, it was all over. Only two
figures were outlined against the wet, wretched
sky. The smaller one had his back to the other,
his hands were up covering his face, and his

but a joke. Yes, there is; there is love. You

played an immense joke on the world; I turned
it around and played a joke on you by making
your prank a sacred thing. I sanctified your

shoulders heaved irregularly.

creation because I loved it. Don’t you see? We

“Doctor,” the tall voice began timorously,
“doctor, it had to end this way, I suppose—in
tears.”
He advanceda little upon the smaller figure,

complete one another. You are laughter; I am

love. We are two lobes of the same brain. That
is what I read somewhere. Shall we go?”
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